EUROPEAN FAREWELLS

two years before. It now looked ingenious and rather
empty. The end of the great Reinhardt theatre period had
come, and it was hastened by the growing cleavage between
Germany and Austria and the consequent unreality of all
theatrical proceedings in Salzburg. Music became in effect
the sole interest of the Festival, which ksted a season or two
more. I was myself occupied with a play which Henri
Lenormand had called Crepuscuk du Theatre, leaving the
spectator to guess whether the twilight was that of sunset
or dawn. Although not a poetic drama it was a play about
poetry in the theatre and the fate that can overtake it at the
hands of commercial production and even " creative direc-
tion". It appealed to me as the subject for a Mercury
comedy, and Lenormand was good enough to let me re-
mould it in this sense. Eventually I produced it under the
tide In Theatre Street, and the French author came over to
give it his approval. This summer was a time when I could
write at leisure in the Austrian Alps and at Trieste and Fiume,
before driving by Bergamo and Turin over the Mont-Cenis
to Chambery and then by Bourg and the Church of Brou,
through the vineyards of Burgundy, to Fontainebleau and
Paris. But in Italy there had been decided mutterings, with
experimental black-outs in ports and inland cities; and in
London it was said that our ships and theirs were watching
each other in the Mediterranean. Lenormand and I had
agreed that his twilight was not of the stage alone.
In the autumn of 1935, about the time of our opening of
the theatre for poets at the Mercury, came a London invasion
of German and Austrian artists who were hoping to follow
in the train of the successful Elisabeth Bergner. But tike
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